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LETTERS. 

SCALE HOW MISSION FUND. 

Dear Editor, 

During the year 1916 twenty subscriptions were sent in 
for the above fund, the total subscribed being 44s. Of this, 
half has been sent to Miss Smyth, as usual, for educational 
work in Uganda, and the other half given to Mrs. Esslemont 
for her work among girls in a club connected with the 
Women Patrols. As only two answers were received to the 
letter I wrote asking for suggestions as to the spending of 
the Home Mission money, and these two both advocated the 
club work, it seemed best to use the money for that purpose. 

I should be so glad if students, when sending their sub- 
scriptions for 1917, would say if this allotment of the money 
is according to their wishes, or whether they can suggest 
any better plan. 

I have heard from an eye-witness of the wonderful work 
Miss Smyth is doing in a large girls’ school in Uganda, so 
surely that money is w r ell spent. I only wish we had much 
more to send her. The children in this country have so 
many more advantages in every way than their sisters in 
foreign lands. There may be some student doing similar 
work to that Miss Mabel Conder did at Hoxton amongst the 
children, and if so, we might help her now that Miss Conder 
has been obliged to leave London. Hoping to receive many 
subscriptions, and also suggestions. — Yours, etc., 

M. W. K ITCHING. 

Scale How, Ambleside, 

February 18th. 

Dear Ex-Students, 

We had been looking forward so much to seeing many of 
you here next term, and are sadly disappointed that the 
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, • nnt to be, but the circumstances of war-time, 

Z which we have no control, are accus.onnng us o g,ve 
up ungrudgingly things on which we had set our hearts. 

I wish you could all have been back at Scale How th,s 
tern, to share our enjoyment of the lovely frosty weather. 
How you would have loved skating on Lily Tarn, Rydal, 
and Esthwaite! The exhilaration of gliding along on the 
steel-blue ice, surrounded by the mountains clad in dazzling 
snow, copper bracken and sombre pines, in the glamour of 
purple mists and wisps of sunset, made one drink in deep 
breaths of joy. 

You would have been entertained by the Winkle-y antics of 
tho zs^fiai.cJoctir' wnnlH-he skaters, whose oerseverance was 


speedily rewarded by wonderful achievements. 

For the skating we have had to sacrifice hockey, which 
has been out of the question these last three weeks on 
account of the hard ground. It has also caused us to curb 
our zeal to carry out Miss Mason’s patriotic proposal to 
cultivate potatoes. 

Fortunately for the Bird Walkers, the Red-throated 
Diver had consented to favour Waterhead with his rare and 
illustrious presence, having found the cold of his home in 
the Orkneys too severe for him. He swims in a strange 
submarine fashion, with his body sometimes quite sub- 
merged and his head appearing above the water like a 
periscope. 




was cduseu last week by a brilliant displ 
of the Northern Lights. They flashed out like thin sean 
•ghts, radiating f rom behind Fairfield Basin, and now a 
then changing from yellow to pink. 

toVnd e l da !i- the WGather SUddCnly br0ke > and we woke 

term. Of course *?'*** US S ° persistently 1: 

’ half ‘ term will be put off till the weatl 
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recovers. It ought, by rights, to be to-morrow; but instead 
of lamenting, most of us appreciate its uncertainty in the 
pleasure of anticipation. 

There has been no danger of overcrowding among the 
Juniors this term, for they number no more than nine. They 
have all settled down very quickly, and are occupied at 
present in mysterious preparations for their play. There is 
one solitary addition to the “ Pros,” Miss Macdonald, whose 
musical talents are a valuable asset to musical evenings. 

The only drawing-room evening so far was given by Miss 

Beck, who led us to the alluring regions of East Anglia. 

Yours sincerely, 

The Present Students. 


NOTES ON BOOKS. 

R. A. PENNETHORNE. 

Gallipoli. By John Masefield. A marvellous piece of 
word-painting, and an achievement as a description over and 
above the tragic interest of the things described. One of 
the few “ war books M which will live on afterwards, 
like Kinglake’s Crimea. 

Hungry Stones. By Rabindranath Tagore. A collection 
of short stories. The first is very eerie, but the most en- 
lightening is the story of the Hindoo who was 4 4 promoted 
to honour ” and the jeers of his female relations. If any- 
one only knows India from the point of view of the 
governing Anglo-Indian* that story will be a complete 
revelation of “ the other point of view. ” 

Hatchways. By E. Sidgwick. A mere novel — of days 
before the war. There is no particular plot and no apparent 








■ 
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motif, but it 
delightful people 
who has read it 


introduces one to a collection of dear, 
whom we should all like to know. No one 
but will long to go and spend a week-end 


at “ Hatchways ” themselves. 

Raymond . By Sir Oliver Lodge. Whether you dislike 
this book and call it “ spookery ” with the Daily Mail , or 
whether you regard it solemnly as a revelation, thinking 
people ought to read it ; as a finger-post pointing to the 
mind of the times. The earnestness and sincerity of the 
writer cannot be doubted, nor the supreme interest of the 
end in view, though very many of us will dislike the means 
by which attainment is sought. The “ Communion of 
Saints” is too often a mere phrase to quite sincere 
Christians, and this attempt to prove the reality of a modern 
instance should at least be pondered over. 

The Adventures of Lieutenant Lawless, R.N. The 
Adventures of Commander Lawless, V.C. These two silly 
little shilling shockers are perfectly thrilling. Our better 
judgment may despise them, but the ordinary human girl or 
boy will take them up to bed and devour them until finished. 


me wnoie war nas not provided so many thrills as t 
career of this one foolish young man ; but the author lets hi 
blunder badly sometimes, and he is not always clever 
victorious. Try him as a birthday present for any boy, ai 
I think you will win his approval ! 

rhe following books are recommended for those with 
reac and touch of good libraries : Responsibilities, W. 

l2 V J r A T ha, ° l °Zy °l th ‘ Holy Land, P. S . Handcocl 

o/ EnJsha' 3 l' rh ‘ 0dm Watts-Dunton; The Chant 
M Beth-tm PI F ' R ° nd; Tmniic »t Century Franc 

J^ZnUn; GreeH ^ ’ 

7’u vXZ gt ° n 6h ‘ ; T ‘ 
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FROM VARIOUS STUDENTS. 

Twenty Years at Court, 1842-1862. From the corre- 
spondence of the Hon. Eleanor Stanley. By Mrs. Steuart 
Erskine. (Nisbet & Co. Ltd. i S s.) Records of court 
life are seldom edifying. This correspondence, however, is 
wholesome reading, and the letters are well and attractively 
written. Miss Stanley was Maid of Honour to Queen 
Victoria for twenty years, and we have here a simple and 
very vivid record of her days, with few politics, little mention 
of the Indian Mutiny, some very interesting letters about the 
Crimean War — “ I am knitting socks for the Crimea ’’—and 
much social chatter. 

Charles Lister . Letters and Recollections, with a Memoir 
by his father, Lord Ribblesdale. (T. Fisher Unwin. 
12s. 6d.) Well worth reading, if only for the spirit of youth 
and vitality which pervades it. Charles Lister was in the 
Diplomatic vService when the war broke out. He joined the 
Royal Naval Division, and went out to the Dardanelles, 
where he died of wounds in August, 1915. 

His letters from Rome, Constantinople, the Dardanelles, 
etc., give us glimpses of a gifted and striking personality 
which the purgatory of war only serves further to reveal. 

Lord Edward. A study in romance. By Katharine 

Tynan. Very interesting. 

Fortitude . By Hugh Walpole. ( Martin Seeker.) Those 
who have read The Dark Forest — that grim story of the 
Russian retreat before the Germans — will need no assurance 
as to the quality of any novel by Hugh Walpole. Fortitude 
tells the story of Peter Westcott, and it leaves us wanting a 
sequel. 

In the Wilderness. By Robert Hichens. Absorbingly 
interesting. It breathes of Greece and the Near East. Not 
to be read in an afternoon, or even two afternoons. 
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i\evei aim or 


dry. 


Magpie. By Baroness von Hutten. Nev 

p b. Meyer. (Morgan cr Scott, is. net.) 


David. By F. B. meyek. t--*— - —w 

This is a life of David as shepherd, psalmist and king, and 
ink the author, whilst sketching the entire life, lays special 
stress on those passages which trace the steps by which the 
shepherd became the king. 1 his book is a great help in the 
Bible lessons set for this term. 

Mr. Britling Sees it Through. By H. G. Wells. 
(Cassell.) This is a psychological study of a typical 
modern liberal— an agnostic man of letters, and his gradual 
awakening to a belief in God. Mr. Britling, like many of 
us, had no belief in the possibility of another war, when the 
crash came, in August, 1914, and shattered his world to 
pieces. Then he is slowly, after months of hard thinking 
and great sacrifice, brought to understand that “ there is a 
God, and how complex and wonderful and brotherly He is. 
... A finite God, Who struggles in His great and compre- 
hensive way, as we struggle in our weak and silly way — 
Who is with us — that is the essence of all real religion. . . . 
God is the innermost thing. Closer He is than breathing, 
and nearer than hands and feet.” 

Johann Sebastian Bach. The Story of the Development 
of a Great Personality. By C. Hubert H. Parry, 

n u> ° C . (l2S>) biography the writer has woven 

., aC S ™ SIC int0 thc stor y of his life, so that the one seems 
rotmH .rr thC oltler ‘ The influences which sur- 

gradually ah ^ hf - ^ ^ ^ 

by s ten anH t i • S & cn,us > so that he matured step 

mos, i„;; restin ; ,s E “ ev K lo T ent ,ho author has raade 

which give an in*' u • bn &htened throughout by tales 

example, when he Ts called ber h S t h PerS ° nal hiSt ° ry ’ ^ ^ 

and reproved for m l ^ COnsIstor y at Arnstadt 

°r makin & “variations on the chorales ” 
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we ; e “ SUr P risin g-” He was also told •• that he 
bewildered , he congregation by m „ ny strange sounds wWch 

he introduced into his accompaniments.” The biography is 
also valuable as a book of reference, and gives short 
criticisms of all Bach’s best known works. 

Xingu and Other Stories. By Ed,th Wharton. Quite 

excellent short stories, and a sufficiently various assortment 
to suit all tastes. 

The House with the Green Shutters. By George 
Douglas. A very powerful, grim story, and not for those 
who like a happy ending. It deals with the life of a small 
Scotch village, and is written rather to show the reverse of 
the pictures painted by Barrie and others of the kailyard 
school. It is well worth reading, but it is not uplifting or 
enlivening. Such books, so long as they are not sordid and 
“ unpleasant ” in the technical sense, are worth while for 
the intellectual honesty they display. The psychology is 
acute, and an excellent corrective to sentimentality. 

In Georgian Times. By E. L. Elias. A great help to 
the history of the period. Very suitable for children in 
Class III and upwards. 

The Georgian Poetry Book, 1911-12. A very representa- 
tive book of the best in modern poetry. Well worth having 
as a selection, comprising Rupert Brooke, Masefield, Wilfrid 
Gibson, etc. 

The Student in Arms. By Donald Hankey. An inspira- 
tion, a high souled book, that it would seem an impertinence 
to criticize. It is to be hoped that some future edition will 
also contain his posthumously published essays : Romance 
and Don’t Worry. 

Theocritus, Bion and Moschus. Translated into English 
prose by Andrew Lang. An enchantment, “a flock of 
truthful dreams. ” 
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The Days of AlkMaies. By C. E. Robinson-. a 
scholarly and living- book of Ihe great Athenian age, wri„ en 
round the career of the fascinating Aik, blades and full 
vivid scenes of every-day life. A great “ find. ” 

Letters to his Friends. By Forbes Robinson. Letters 
from a man with “a passion for life and love and prayer, 
for service of God and man.” A book that breathes and 


gives a quiet joy. 

The Vermilion Box. By E. V. Lucas. A volume of 
typical “ Lucas ” letters. Psychologically clever in the way 
they show how different characters meet and deal with the 
war atmosphere. 

The Wonderful Year. By W. J. Locke. Full of sun 
and charm and unconventionality which makes the book a 
delight. 

The Spell of Egypt. By R. Hichens. An ideal book 
for grey winter months, for it describes most graphically a 
trip up the Nile, and if it is possible to get picture postcards 
to complete the letterpress, the book is only put down with 

a sigh for the brief but delightful “ winter in Egypt ” that 
has just ended. 


IHE BURNE-JONES PICTURES. 

<hi^er“ C worl° " ““ b '°° d ab ° Ut * hc pi °* UrCS f °' 

por,ray and ,he thousbts ,hey 

• h 'y belong this wo rld lt e a n s “ 1 de,ai ' s ll ° 

Millais’s Pre-R-,nh 1- • ' S1 we had with thcm 

has a „„„t “ ' P t ' C,Ure ° f the " of Isabella," 

Bues, s -o r hu " P ° r ' ra,t <? Burne-Jones as one of the 
m ake those stranp-c h v ^ that Rossetti painted — to 

of the personality of ° ld ' time features tell their tale 

y °f the man to the children. 


IHE BURNE-JONES PICTURES 

I remember going to an exhibition of the painter’s works 

g,ven the New Gallery many years ago, and thinking tha 

had Burne-Jones peopled the world it wou.d have been a sad 

place, w th httle vigour, and either all blue or all green. The 

colour of the olives seems ,0 subdue all the pictures to its 

own key. Watch the srirl-musirlnnc ,io »• > 

3 . gin musicians dawdling down those 

golden stairs. They are amiable, but not cheerful. They 
have a purpose, but it does not interest them. They come 
down slowly, putting their whole weight on the flat of their 
feet. If they go to play for a marriage they have no affec- 
tion for the bride; if for a funeral, no sorrow for the 
departed. Their music absorbs the one with the violin, and 
the one with the long trumpet, but not much. The little 
group at the bottom have some bit of gossip that arrests 
them, but the two at the door look back, not on. It is a 
wonderful study of feet and reflection, and a soothing pic- 
ture to live with. The lines are harmonious and pleasing. 

1 lie beautiful curve of the stair and the sturdily graceful 
growth of the olive that fills the space below it are 
particularly restful. But the picture remains the study of 
a dream, without sound and inscrutable, exquisite in draw- 


,n g‘> speculative and beautiful. 

I wonder much about “The Dream of Sir Launcelot.” 
Ihe stricken tree that so grotesquely clasps the knight’s 
shield ; the empty overgrown horse-trough ; the exquisite 
trails of bramble that catch the glory from within. How 
beautiful he is, this Sir Launcelot, with his delicate face and 
hands, and nimbus of yellow hair ! How young he looks to 
be listening to the voice that tells him that his mis-spent life 
has denied for him the joys of his great present guest! 
How gracious and pitiful is the gesture of the Angel, who 
loves the sinner that she turns away. 

There is an impish touch, that peeps out now and then in 
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much of the painter’s work, in the attitude of the knight’s 
horse, with his head screwed round to bite his own shoulder. 
It was said of the Brotherhood that they could not paint 
horses. Certainly Millais had more than one attempt at the 
neck of Sir Isumbras s steed. 

Very beautiful are the irises that grow round the doorway 
of Dante's courtyard. This is a picture that reminds us of 
Memlinc in the beauties of pictured armour and the solidity 
of masonry and massive door. There is an elfish expression 
on Danae’s face. I think she does not intend that tower to 
hold her long. It is a haunting picture, in the wonderful 
way one feels the thoughts of tfie maiden as so much 
stronger than the busy activities of her father’s men. You 
will notice how picture after picture is full of thoughts. 






Jvlllg vUpilLlUtl grlZCS 

at the feet of her beauty and purity. She looks far out into 
space, visualizing the future of a queen, and saying a long 
farewell to her old life of freedom so free from care. Truly 
she has fared well, this spotless maid, and the round white- 
ness of her bare arms gleams warmly in the king’s throne, 

but his face is thin and hollow, worn with the ceaseless 
quest for the ideal. 

The picture is full „f details such as the brotherhood 

its stiff H rCmm( * s one Cranach’s " Annunciation,” with 

because t'l,^” 'T*"*' 1 ’ but the folds stiffly 

the kina hi ' S heaVy ’ The 'anguor of love holds 

h f:r: crown aimost sii » s ^ — 

choice from the wide" 0 !* ' SPea u t0 ' Cal1 bacb the soul of bis 

There U ,h P ' ai " S Whera ll ™ a "K- 

the parted curtains, andTh^h' ' mle landsca P e seen through 
handful of field fl ov \ ^ 6 ^» ar ma ^ holds still the little 

a wonderful nj ctllr S 6 ^ ^ ^ atbere d on her way. It is 
picture— so perfec(|y ^ / eiicate]y 


THE BURNE-JONES PICTURES 

detailed with such a loving - craftem u - .1 

t ® tsmanship that yet leaves no 

rmpressron of mater, al. Real,, the king and his brid “ 

baPd ‘ y aS f ” al “ ,he bea “«“> angels who hold up h 

,h h S HU T H ° W Seri ° US a " d the, a« 

though clothed with so much draper, and feathers 1 Them 

,s no weight ,n their globcs-in fact, it is almost difficult to 
keep them from floating away. I think the wet floQr . g 

part I love best in th.s picture. The reflection of their toes 
18 S ° beautiful - One can get it on the wet sand in the early 
morning bathe, only sand gives too quickly and only reflects 
the shells and pebbles, not matter as ponderous as one’s feet 
The flame burns on the head of each in turn as she steps 
forward, a sign, I think, of the Living Presence. I think I 
should keep it till the last, to end on the note of orthodox 
revelation in these days of heresy, not on the pagan 
mysticism of Circe, as I have done. But how wonderful she 
is, this smooth gliding witch-woman, as lithe and feline in 
her movements as the beasts that fawn upon her. There 
is no haste in her actions, though the thrash of Ulysses’ oars 
comes to her through the open window. She has stepped 
down from her wonderful chair, with its snake-wreathed 
supports, to drop the precious essence in the wine that shall 
make the heroes the embodiment of their own lowest 
natures — athirst not for honour, but for the glut of food 
at whatever cost. She has taken but one step, and then 
leant forward in sinuous grace, the angle of her wonderful 
olive-tinted arm the same as that of the leg that keeps her 
balance as she stoops. The children remember the creases in 
the linen of the Italian pictures, and will, I think, uncon- 
sciously appreciate the softness of the sunflowers against 
those set folds. They are all pictures to think about rather 
than to pronounce of with finality, for, above all, they are 
the pictures of a Dreamer. 



